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way out, we have settled here on this bank of roses.
We no longer look at the beauty around us, for our
eyes are wearied with seeing and our tongues with
taSting. This is the cause of the sadness, the
sorrow and the weeping you behold/

Those whose joy was thought to be in an unending
service of worship fared no better. On the second
day spent in a magnificent church, Swedenborg
found moSt of them asleep and the remainder
yawning. Many were Staring with a wild and
vacant expression. 'End your discourse, for our
ears are Stupified,' cried some, turning their backs
to the preacher. 'We can no longer make out a
word you say, and are beginning to be disgusted
with the sound of your voice.'

When at length the impatient congregation
rushed the doors and sought freedom, the priests
followed in haSte.

'Stay and celebrate the solemn festival and
glorify God/ they cried, cand you shall know the
meaning of eternal happiness/

'Leave us, leave us,' came the passionate reply.
'If we continue here we shall faint away/

When this Story of what Swedenborg saw and
heard is examined, it will be seen that it is not
fanciful but full of truth. New-comers to the wodd
of spirits are allowed to choose in freedom the life
they would like to lead. And so each man begins to